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Fun Week by Week. Oi thrail me coat wid a shtoyle that annoys, 
An’ Oi shtrike wid a mighty bang 
For it’s jist the breath o’ me nosthrils, bhoys, 
Wednesday.—Rushed round to the auctioneer’s, heard of an a - hat 7 — “ 
unusual sale--a whole ‘ adventurer’s share” in the New River Thin Oi sit at noight in the Concert Hall, 
Company, heaps of privileges attached, and it went for a lot of 


By THE PARTY ON THE Sport. 


An’ lishten to Oirish songs, 
“In Banthry Bay” an’ ‘ Innisfal,”’ 








money, my little bid of 4s. 9d. being swamped by the thousands at ie ae ae Cleciaaane a oo 
offered. Didn’t wait tosee it finally knocked down—couldn’t stand 4 a oe ee "R - v- i —e¢ i 
it—too tantalising. Wonder who the “ adventureis "’ were? Not a Tne SAMS 2080 CO CURIE «SENG? Neate 80 le 
much like the adventurers I have known. An’ Oi seus ot ha Desens 
NON, MON SHARE! It’s the mate an’ the drink an’ the kape to me, bhoys, ay 
When a fellow is down on his luck Is harmony’'s own shwate self. ay 
And trying to live by his wits, Saturday.—Lot of snow about the Midlands and the North ae 
And some plausible scheme he has struck went and played snowballs. Saw Lord Rosebery safely into ae i! 
Which presently goes into bits; Constantinople, and then took Colonel Rhodes from Cairo to the eB 
An ‘adventurer ’’ quickly we call | Soudan in search of the Sirdar. Found him, but can’t say any ‘ey 
The rascal, but—need I declare ?— | more about the interview—State secrets, and I promised not to, ae 
Some thousands of pounds seldom fall | Came back and had a jolly time among Mr. Hugh Thomson's draw- ee: 
To such an adventurer’s share ! | ings; then went round to Downshire House and helped them to ae 
: . , avi | get on with the Exhibition of Irish Industries. Looked in on the ay 
100k the Duke of York down to Ballater to get some fishing while | ‘Royal Institute Exhibition of Water Colours, and got the Prince i 
is missus is on the Continent with Her Most Gracious. Dined to accept the presidency of the National Lifeboat Institution. mao 
with Lord Charles Beresford (traveller in China) and his “ firm, / ae we a ‘s ae 
the London Chamber of Commerce, but he wouldn't let out any | Monday.—Thought I'd just run over to the Phillipines and point mh) 
trade secrets. Dined also with the Institution of Civil Engineers— out 4 7 arsine that a hasn Ay outside = of "Fount Pt } 
found my dinner very civilly engineered. against the Americans, and suggest his giving up the game. Foun ie 
-_ J adn | one of his generals had been before me and got his head promptly i i 
Thursday.— Went over and helped to bury Bismarck—hope they'll cut off. Concluded not to trouble, and took a run to Australia om ii ; 
let him rest now, and not keep raking him up as they have done instead to have a look at the cricket. Came back and got Roberts rr i 
lately. Police took my tip and arrested Birt (J was the lodger who and Dawson well started on their billiard match. Finished up WF 
gave the show away). Afterwards saw Rhodes safely out of Berlin. with the Elizabethan Society in Swinburne’s ‘ Locrine”’ at St. ) pl 
a he was going to “‘ have another look at Rome.” Didn’t follow George’s Hall. i? ; 
im, though they do say ‘all Rhodes lead to Rome’’! Got back to , ; - “sen : nt 
take the automatic-coupling deputation in tow to call on Mr. Tuesday.—Sp nt ° good deal of the rye at Lincoln (also a good nin 
itchi . deal of money!) Backed Tod Sloane’s mount for the Handicap, we fi 
Ritchie. Dined with the headquarters staff and station- FWA oo i 
’ . nee but he didn’t pull it off—only a place. Saw a big Peace Meeting | ie 
masters of the London and South-Western Railway—also with a lot nee oe Be we on ot Hee 
of Irishme no 3 1 Cecil (St. Patrick’s Eve—hurroo !) at Queen's Hall in the evening. Very enthusiastic and motives anf 
samen at the Hotel Cecil (56. P’ateick's Hve—aurroo |) | very good, but—well, I suppose there’s no harm in it, after all. ee 
Friday.—Wore shamrocks and green ribbons all over me, and | THE PEACE-MEAL POLICY. f 
took out a shilelagh instead of a walking stick. St. Patrick’s Day. p RPE FoI 
In the confusion Gurdon got in for North Norfolk. Wenttosome | _ mee tings @ = oh n ‘ 
Irish concerts in the evening. (‘‘ Holy St. Pathrick, see what I aslonscye MCOUNGS Gt) OVSE ENS S68, 
suffer for you.”’) Peace meetings on every hand 
‘ | You meet with wherever you be; 
‘““DAY AND NIGHT! BUT THIS IS WONDROUS STRANGE!” Whether war will continue to wage, 
( ri bred | Or drumming and drilling will cease, 
Dols OF cam on CNRS Somes S08 CO The upshot will—that I'll engage— 
An’ Oi kape St. Patbrick’s Day, eo all of ages 
Sure, I twirrl me shtick an’ Oi crack a head Be pretty much all of @ peace. 
Whiniver it gets in the way ; Tue Srorren. 











Norice.—The Kuitor urli not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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REMARKS THAT DESERVE TO 
Hilda.‘ It is said that little Lord Duffer will only dance with the very handsomest and most attractive women in the room.” 
Audrey.“ Stuff and nonsense! Why, I saw that he danced nearly all the evening at Mrs. Smith’s last Cinderella with you!”’ 











BE PAID BACK. 
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How to Find “ Ben Jonson.” 


fA church organist in New London, Connecticut, has asked a 
London firm of music publishers “ how a letter will reach Mr. Ben 
Jonson, author of the song words, ‘Drink to me only with thine 
eyes.’”’—Hvening News.) 

Tue organist of London New, 
Whate’er his object, overthrew 
His little scheme, when he cajoled 
A music firm in London Old 
To say with what address he'd better 
Inscribe the covering of a letter 
Which he had formed a wish to pen 
To Bard Ben Jonson—rare old Ben ! 
Full courteously those music-men 

5 once replied, ** Since good old Ben 
Has left this world for one that’s better, 
The safe delivery of a letter 
Like that to which your lines refer 
Would be impossidl-, dear sir !"’ 
But here they erred: for sharper far 
Than needles London's postmen are! 
Friend Organist, if you had traced 
Your scraw!] to rare Old Ben, and placed 
On envelope the brief address, 
“ Ben Jonson, Lonpon "—(neither less 
Nor more)—we'd then have looked on your 


Epistie as most certain sure 








A Tilt against the Kilt. 


To the north of the Tweed there are heart-searchings sore, 


Such trouble, ye’ll ken, as was ne’er felt before. 


From the Grampians right onward to far John o’ Groats, 


The banner of Freedom defiantly floats! 


The scoffer shall shiver, the Sassenach shall quail, 
’Fore the hurricane blast of the onrushing Gael ; 
And over the border they'll issue in packs— 

A quite irresistible phalanx of Macs ! 


For, man, there’s no doubt ann & are burning with ire, 


And bent upon setting the heather on fire; 


(The secretary of the Christian Association in Paterson, New 
Jersey, has aroused the indignation of the Scottish society in that 
town by proclaiming that kilts are indecent. 
the society to use the hall of his association for an entertainment at 
which the national dress would be worn.—Evening Paper.) 


He refused to permit 


The Southron they'll surely take down many pegs— 


They are all up in arms, though the trouble is—legs 


For a puir feckless body has ventured quite recent 
To give his opinion that kilts are indecent ; 

So the fiat’s gone forth that his blood shall be spilt, 
Yea, that unco’ guid person himself shall be kilt! 


He has kindled the old Hieland spirit anew, 
And soon he'll be hearing its ‘“‘ vengeful haloo!”’ 
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Go On! 


** Money makes the mare to go” ; 

At least, I’ve often heard ’tis so, 

And yet when near the Bank I drop! 
I see "bus-horses always top!” 








Just So. 


A.—“* Have you any objection to 
doctors ?”’ 


B.—“ Not at all; only totheir bills.’ 


After the Boat Race. 


Yes, I have been to see the race ! 
I stood among a crowd immense, 
To see the young ’uns go the pace 
With sturdy pluck and muscles tense. 


Who won the toss ? I didn’t hear. 
Which got off first ? I didn’t see. 
Was it a record time? I fear 
It’s little use your asking me, 


What was the betting at the start ? 
Was it a struggle all the way? 

How many lengths were they apart 
When all was done? I couldn’t say. 








How did the winning oarsmen row ? 

Why were the other fellows licked ? 
Don'task. The only thing I know 

Is that I had my pocket picked. 








Symbolic. 


Mrs. Gab.—‘‘ I’ve been reading, John, 
that it was once customary in Scotland 
to place on a man’s tombstone engraved 
symbols of the tools of his trade.” 

Mr. Gab.—‘‘ If they did the same to a 
woman’s tombstone, they would have to 
put a tongue on yours! ” 
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A FACT. ° 


Teacher.—‘ Now, tell me what is the meaning of the expression, the Equator.” 
Pupil.— A line round the earth every day.”’ 


(The child was probably thinking of Imperial Penny Postage.) 
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Love’s Renewal. 
FOUNDED ON FACcrtT. 


Now in distant San Francisco, 

There dwells a maiden young and fair, 
Most bewitching, sweet Elvira ! 

With all endowments rich and rare. 
Her lover is a prince of men, 

Is handsome, manly, brave, and true, 
Ever crowned with fortune’s favours, 
Between them strong attachment grew. 
Now, for sport, he liked the country, 
And she for pleasure loved the town ; 
Yet they hoped some day to marry 
When this divergence settled down. 
She, alas! was not seraphic, 

Elvira was no perfect saint ; 

In a burst of high displeasure 

She fell down prostrate in a faint. 
Then the doctors seem’d much puzzled, 
They could by no means bring her round, 
For there she lay quite comatose, 

And no improvement could be found. 

In this sad torpor she remain’d 





For thirtcen months in trance restrain'd, 
Her sweetheart now in deep despair, 
With fond hope oft his loved one seeks ; 
At last he sees the long'd-fur change ; 
She now awakes to love and life; 

He hastes with rapture to her side 

To claim his own sweet, promised wife. 
She speaks the words that caused her fall, 
And does not know that time has flown. 
A blaze ot passion stirs her still! 

Next mail the sequel must be known. 


Jane H. Oakey. 
Wilbury Lawn, Hove (late West Brighton). 
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Ancient. 


| 
| 
| Facetious Waiter.—*‘ 'Ere’s a fine hegg, sir; a Easter hegg.” 
Customer (after cracking it).—‘‘ It may be an Easter egg, but’s 
it's jast year’s!” 
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At Full Length. 


Booser.—‘‘ I'm in a different position to what I was.” 
Sinik.—** Yea, you're in a perpendicular position now.” 
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_CAMBERWELL VESTRY DISLIKE “ THE LONDON GOVERNMENT BILL.” 









































: Racial prejudice I bar! J ide) :-— 
Mending Their Ways. | Though I did not feel seraphic POEOEE tee 
When you played the telegraphic Rhodes, in Prussia, makes me tremble ; 
Ruopes od | Game of “« Dunno where you are! ” And I really must dissemble ! 
=p good morning, Mr. — | Still your courtesy delightful (Aloud) :— 
am anxious now to try, Sir, All ill-feeling now has vanished ; : 
If you really are a friend In the rosy dawn of friendship ala Snap ca rage detosreng 
I've a Railway in my mind, Sir, All old enmity has vanished ! 750 won gaat a title sate. 
And a space I want to find, Sir, Racial prejudice 1 bar-- Only 2 es ap cman he wait} , 
Have you got a place to lend ? You’re my friend, I know you are! y ders 
Just an innocent concession ‘ (Aside) :— 
Of a track of Territory THe Katser:— I t mi ; 
Which will make for British Com- Really, Rhodes, my dear old chappie, aoe dighe 3 re | 
merce, ws P = — made -~ oy bappy + | growing ! y 
And Teutonic trade and glory! 0 oblige you 4 will haste— : : wi 
inmate <<" Little things I like to do, Sir, BR eed inn Ag agent yo 
Such a track you'll gladly lend! For @ personage like you, Sir, ne: Be Lv gallant 
Suit your taste, Sir, suit your taste ! (Aloud) :— 
THe Kaiser :— | I — Sen pa cone ty aa ; Here’s the Franchise, rather late— 
Railways? Certainly—with pl ! | - con 
I'm delighted amend Ro. uaa | And shall like your latest railway (Aside) :— 
Did you think I should refuse | a On my German oy poe Due, just nine years after date! 
A ri : to meet your views I haste— 
Rextiy: 9 What gee go | Suit your taste, Sir, suit your taste ! 
Pick and choose, Sir, pick and choose ! Tue UrrLtaNDER :— *1.: 
Would you run ¥ your railway this Mr. Kruger, I am waiting ! The Outraged Amphibian. 
way? | And I find it irritating— A SPECIMEN fine in the crocodile line 
a | Now the Franchise I expect! Climbed up on the banks of the Nile. 
Se, 7 ou are growing ruder, ruder ; He raged and he cussed in utter disgust, 
| R ° ormee an gma . zoe ey call me an intruder, Right loudly protesting the while : 
i ogee np te cect till, the taxes you collect ! “Give me polecats and skunks, and 
iP Son he pe —— “te om to} Let me vote, Sir, as a burgher, poisonous chunks 
i iCk BNC Choose, Hit, pick and choose: And you'll find I’m to be trusted! Of Khalifas, if you can spare ‘em; 
Ruones ; Your Conservatism’s silly, Give me scorpions straight, and leave me 
It's too at ncient and too crusted— to fate, 
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MENDING THEIR WAYS. 


KAISER.—“OH YES! I DONT MIND; JUST MAKE IT WORTH MY WHILE!” 


KRUGER.—*HERE, MASTER UITLANDER, HERE’S A NICE EASTER CARD FOR YOU,” 





(For Cartoon Verses, see page 100.) 
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“The Elopement of Susan Smiley.” 
CHAPTER V.—‘*THE PERFIDY OF CLARENCE.” 
Miss SmiLey was up betimes to breakfast the following morning, 
but, early as she was, Mr. Meggles, for obvious reasons, was earlier. 


The landlord of the roadside inn was busily preparing a very 
homely meal in the tap-room. 


“? 














Z 
Z 
ig 
F 
Z 


<A 





Mr, MEGGLES STOOD SPELLBOUND. 


‘Mornin’, miss,’ he said, as he caught sight of Miss Smiley. 
“ Sorry to say as how the elderly gent -——”’ 

“ Yes?” said Miss Smiley, anxiously. ‘ Has anything happened? 
He’s not ill?” and then, remembering Ruggles’ threat, she added, 
hoarsely, ‘‘ He’s not dead? "’ 

“No, miss,” said the landlord, laughing. “He be very much 
alive just at present, miss. He be just gone for a little walk to 
take the cricks out of hisback. He said as how my shake down had 
given him such a shaking up, and that it would be better if he had 
& little stroll by himself to relieve his feelings, miss.” 

“ Shake down ?" queried Miss Smiley. 

“ Yes, miss. The old gent slept on the bagatelle board, and I 
daresays it would have been a bit easier for him if we had taken the 
balls off first.” 

“Poor, dear Thomas!’’ said Miss Smiley, sympathetically, 
as ey lip sure he's quite well?" 

“Oh yes, miss ; he’s using such beautiful lan e, and—and—"’ 

** Yes, landlord? ”’ . _ 

** He’s quite sober, miss,’ added the landlord regretfully, as he 
went off to prepare breakfast. 

“I don’t like that man,” mused Miss Smiley. ‘ He's quite as 
insolent in his way as the waiter at the Peanut.” 

“*Come in, dearest Thomas,”’ she continued, as a timid knock 
sounded on the door. 

‘She calls me ‘er dearest Thomas,” chuckled Mr. Ruggles, softly 
opening the door. “Its all OK, its the Sarah Ann aid wot's done 
it, heven the old gals can’t resist Tom Ruggles, when ’e opens his 
castanets."’ 

“ Your birdie want's you,’ cooed Miss Smiley without turning 
round. 

“Then, like the duke’s motter, I’m 'ere,” said Ruggles, sinking 
on his knees. ‘‘ Luvly Susian.” : 

oy Go away, man!"’ screamed Miss Smi ey, as she caught sight of 
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“In course I ‘ave, to drown me sorrow at seeing suck a lump of 
luvliness being a-carted about the country by an old josser as ought 
to know better.” 

“You are making a mistake, Ruggles,” said Miss Smiley, severely. 

“Mistake! There ain’t no mistake about me Miss—Susian I 
mean,” answered Mr. Ruggles, still on his knees. “ It’s a honest 
offer, straight, mind yer. I offers you my ’and and ’eart and—and 
a seat in my cab whenever yer likes.” 

“ Ruggles,” said Miss Smiley more softly, ‘‘ I much regret your 
unfortunate infatuation, but it can never be.”’ 

‘Oh, yes it can,” persisted the cabman. “ It’s as easy as thimble 
riggin. All you've got to do is to give the ole bloke the slip, and 
be my doner.” 

“7 your pardon.” 

‘“‘ My doner, gal, you know, or missus if you prefers it.” 

Miss Smiley raised her hands in horror. 

‘‘ Ruggles,” she said, “if you don’t go away instantly Mr. 
Meggles will be very angry.” 

‘Let him! Who cares for an old buffer like ’im. I ain’t a-going 
to*get off my marrerbones until you gives me a plain yes or no.” 

‘* T shall have to be very plain, Ruggles.”’ 

“ Well, you can’t help that. We ain’t none of us beauties, miss. 
Wot sit to be,miss? Yes or——oh, lor, there’s the boss looking in 
at the window!” 

Ruggles rose from his knees and fled, while Miss Smiley turned 
and saw her future lord, Mr. Meggles, who stood spellbound, gazing 
in amazement at the scene before him. 

“The scoundrel!’ he shouted at last, flinging up the window. 
«“ And you, madam, why didn’t you call the landlord and have the 
villain horsewhipped ? ”’ 

“T thought I would leave him to you, dearest Thomas,”’ said 

Miss Smiley, soothingly. ‘‘ You are my protector, and so strong 
and noble.” 
§ .“* Well,” answered Mr. Meggles, somewhat mollified, ‘‘ don’t let 
me catch him, that’s all. If Ido’—and the protector ground his 
teeth—*“ I’ll ram him into hisown miserable cab and sit on him till 
we get back to London. And let me tell you, madam, that I’ve had 
enough of this elopement, and sleeping on billiard balls. I insist on 
our going back directly after breakfast, unless the Fates ordain it 
otherwise.” 

But the ‘ Fates,” as represented by Miss Smiley’s nephew, 
Clarence, were “ ordaining it otherwise ” as hard as they could. 
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THE AWFUL Masesty or THE Law. 


He had tracked the fugitives to the roadside inn, and was 
cudgelling his brains to invent a way to separate them, when he 
came upon a scion of the awful majesty of the law, in the shape of 
P.C. Coppen, and immediately a brilliant idea struck him. He 
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Se chon, Seen - 


«Good morning, inspector,” he said suavely. 

‘Mornin’, sir. A nice, dry morning for a walk, sir.” 

‘I shan't be sorry when my walk’s over, inspector. 
come from a lunatic asylum.” 

“Lor! ’Ave you now, sir?” said Coppen. 
enough, sir.” 

‘1 didn’t say I was an inmate,” said Clarence reddening. “I’m 
one of the er—er—doctors. One of our patients, a very dangerous 
man, has escaped and l’ve got to capture him.” 

“ Well, you looks like a man cut out for the job,”’ said Coppen, 
scanning Clarence’s slender proportions. ‘‘ Good mornin’, sir.” 

‘‘Stop!” said Clarence; ‘‘ 1 want you to help me.” 

‘Now, look ’ere, young feller,” said the constable; “ you can’t 
gammon me. What's the game?” 

‘‘Tt ain’s much of a game to me,” said Clarence, ‘‘ But there’s an 
elderly gentleman, accompanied by a lady, in yonder public-house, 
and it’s worth a quid an hour to you if you can detain him.” 

“ Run off with your sweetheart, eh ?”’ chuckled Coppen. 

‘‘ Sweetheart be hanged!” said Clarence. ‘ It’s my aunt, and 
I want to get her back to her friends before she makes a fool of her- 
self.” 

Well, I ain’t particular busy, and if I get’s two hoursin advance. 
Thank you, sir, And you say he’s a dangerous lunatic, sir.” 

Mr. Clarence Smiley winked. 

And P.C. Coppen winked also. 

Poor Mr. Meggles ! 


I've just 


* You looks sane 


(To be continued.) 


tion on Thursday evening, 16th inst., by Miss Rosa Leo, the characters 
being capitally sustained by the artistes; Miss Eva Young and 
Miss Manuelle were the accompanists at the piano. Miss Rosa Leo 
sang with great effect, and Mr. Henry Morris and Mr. Charles 
Morris were exceedingly good in their violin solos, Mr. Charles 
Capper’s well-known whistling abilities were at their best. Much 
amusement was caused by Mr. Arthur Leopold in his conjuring 
performances, and the patients were surprised to receive bunches 
of violets produced by a magical process. Comic songs, which were 
much appreciated, were sung by Mr. Charles Morris. The enter- 
tainment terminated with an amusing ventriloquial sketch, entitled 
‘** Merry Times,” by Mr. Ireson H. Woods. Mr. G. Q. Richardson 
(the house surgeon) proposed a very hearty vote of thanks to Miss 
Leo and the artistes for their kindness in providing such an enjoy- 
able evening, This is one of several entertainments which have 
been given to the patients by Miss Leo, all of which have been most 
satisfactory, and upon each occasion she has kindly presented the 
patients with fruit and flowers. 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


On and Off at the Vaudeville is a splendid specific for alleviation 
of business worries. The comedy, being French in origin, is 
frolicsome and light, and laughter continues from start to finish. 
The facial expression, respectively, of Mr. George Giddens and Mr. 
Paul Arthur, sends the house into fits of merriment. Mr. William 
Wyes, Mr. George Artiss, Miss Elliott Page, Miss Elsie Chester, and 
the others efficiently collaborate, and have helped to establish the 
success which this comedy has won. The centenary performance 
was attained on the 20th inst. The new curtain-raiser is 
A Woman’s Love, a little dramatic incident faithfully interpreted 
by Messrs. G. Waller, F. Victor, and P. Marshall, and M es 
Fenton and Beverly Sitgreaves. 


The Garrick Theatre will remain closed on the Thursday, Friday 
and Saturday in Holy Week, re-opening with a special matinee on 
Easter Monday, when the run of The Three Musketeers will be 
resumed, and Miss Annie Hughes will play the part of Gabrielle 
which has been vacated by Miss Eva Moore. 


Madame Tussaud and Sons have added portrait models of the 
newly-elected President of the French Republic (M. Loubet), Mr. 
Rudyard Kipling, and the Leader of the Opposition in the House of 
Commons (Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman) to their valuable wax- 
work collection, which has been considerably enhanced, and forms 
one of the chief attractions for the Easter Holidays. 


Palmer’s Chamber of Philatelical Horrors is now to be seén at 
7, Catherine Street, W.C. The imitations are so cleverly and 
skilfully effected as to baffle the keenest critic. 


Our printers have doubled their premises and printing gear in 
every respect, and now there will never be any fear of anyone not 
getting a supply of Fun. Quite a burst of bunting inflamed the 
prosaic appearance of Tudor Street on the 18th inst., when the 
tutelary guardian, Mr. W. G. Tutt, the London chairman, 
inaugurated the completion of the new premises. A large company, 
including delegates from the Manchester branch, assembled and 
assisted Mr. Tutt to open the door with a golden key. Just imagine 
the eyes of the printers’ devils on beholding that key, the joint 
presentation of Messrs. Howard Brothers and Messrs. Goodey and 
Cressall, the builders and architects. We trooped in and went over 
the whole place; examined the new rotary, which will turn out 15,000 
copies per hour ; devoured a huge tea, and wound up the proceedings 
with a first-rate smoking concert, interspersed wit speeches, by no 
means dull or witless; it is really astonishing what yo come 
creatures, likewise bibulous, printers and pressmen are. Everyone 
appeared to be heartily delighted with the day’s doings, which were 
terminated by the company singing “ Auld Lang Syne.” Here’s 
‘* Prosperity ’’ to the vigorous and energetic effort of the Co-operative 
Printing Society Limited, and the wish that the augmented London 
branch may exceed the business done by the Newcastle and Man- 
chester branches both together. 


Tue Cancer Hosritat (FREE) Brompton, Loxpox, 8.W.—An 
excellent entertainment was given to the in-patients of this institu- 


Imperial Majesty and Imperial Minstrel. 


(‘The German Emperor has latterly been reading Kipling’s 
poems aloud to his family with much appreciation.’”"— Westminster 
Gazette.] 

I’ve dared against you, Wilhelm, 
The rhythmic shaft to drive 
Of satire keen 
As oft, I ween, 
As any bold scribe alive. 
But, though your moods “ majestic,” 
My Muse might mock and ban, 
I have never ceased 
In the very least 
To admire you as A MAN! 


And now I’m prouder, Wilhelm, 
Of you than e’er before, 
As I hear the tale 
How you oft regale 
Your “ flock” when The Day's Work's o'er | 
Your keen delight in the “* Kipling" 
You declaim to your family hive 
Fully proves that you 
To our race’s true 
Wealth and welfare are well alive! 


I’m holding no brief for Kipling, 
And I'm holding no brief for you ; 
But I hold the creed 
That I’ve power to read 
Your sentiments through and through, 
As the vigorous rhymes of Rudyard 
You with vigorous lungs recite 
(Putting accent fine 
On each fire-fraught line) 
Round your homely hearth by night ! 


You have often been censured, Wilhelm, 
As the King of Egotist Kings : 
But your high regard 
For Advancement’s Bard 
The lie at that libel flings !;, 
All ry crave more empire ; 
But the King who from Kipling gleans 
His world-message rend 
Won't wish to expand 
His domains BY UNWORTHY MEANS | 











; (“In Japan, what we call ‘ after-dinner speeches ’ are made 


dinner, thus insuring brevity, and furnishing topics for 
during the meal itself.” — Vide Press.) . 


Tus is what strikes me as a idea, 

For then, of course, the intellect is clear ; 

But when the ruby wine has oft passed round, 
The head gets fuddled, and the tongue in sound 
Grows thicker, and he who rose up to talk, 

Is speechless, s0 site down—he cannot walk ! 
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AMBITION. 


“Shall I, too, be a great man some day?” 



























































“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. *' Fun’s’’ WASHERWOMAN. 


I’u a littel bit better, thank you, 
though still in bed; but I sha’n’t feel 
really easy in mind an’ body till I’ve 
dismissed and paid the doctor; an’ I 
don’t s’pose ’e’ll feel easy in ’is mind till 
I’ve paid ’im, either. The doctors are 
reapin’ a good ‘arvest jist now, an’ the 
undertakers are smilin’ all inside there 
bodies. 

I don’t s’pose that at one time Colonel 
G. R. Birt ever thort that ’is conneck- 
shun with the Millwall Dock Company 
woud ever land ’im in anuther sort of 
dock. Of corse, the case is as yet wot 
they calls sub juices, an’ in this good old 
country a man—an’ this embraces 
woman (as a man ought to do, by-the- 
bye!)—is innercent until ’e is proved 
guilty. 

If that dredful hotel fire in New York 
was started by thieves for the purpose of 
robbery, it’s too orful to think of. But 
some retches will stop at nothink, so 
long as they can get a livin’ without 
honest toil. I sertinly think that all 
those monster hotels ought to ’ave some 
sort of fire escape attached to each room. 
I allus ’ave a bucket of water in my room 
in case of fire, an’ it’s a great comfort, 
‘cept wen I sometimes steps in it in the 
dark. 


The President of the Board of Agricul- 
ture recently received a deputation urgin’ 
on the government to make vendors of 
condensed milk state on the tins wot 
they really contain. One doctor went so 
far as to say that condensed milk “ con- 
tained none of the properties of milk”; 
but I shouldn’t think that applies to all 
brands. Anyway, it’s a serius question, 
considerin’ so many babies are brought 
up—or let down into their graves—on 
condensed milk. ‘ I use it, because it’s 
convenient,” as the man sed wen ’e 
sneaked ’is fellow-lodger’s umbrella. 











Q-rious. 


Sweet maid, in storm orsunny weather, 
We're linked inseparably together ; 

I’ve searched the alphabet right through, 
And find I’m like the letter “ Q.” 


‘*Q” has no reason for existence 
When ‘“‘u”’ is at a hopeless distance : 
And I am quite as useless, too, 
Unless I’m very close to you ! 

















CONSTIPATION, HEMORRHOIDS, 











A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit Lozenge, mest agreeable to take. 


TAMAR INDIEN GRILLON 


AND SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 





BILE, HEADACHE, LOSS OF APPETITE, 
GASTRIC & INTESTINAL TROUBLES. 


47. SOUTHWARK STREET, LONDON, &.&.i 






























